The Axe of God
The one is shaped with defects
The primal Siva is ever free
From faults and flaws.
His neck is blue, afire like sapphire!
His neck is laced with a serpent;
Is that not awesome?
His robe is the hide of a deer-skin;
Is that not looking cruel?
He wears ash;
Does it not smell of burning?
After churning,
Should this Siva
Opt for such things as these-
An icy head too cool to bear.
Should it not be warm?
Yet there is no harm
In this and other aspects of Him;
They differ in function but not
in competence. The venom is contained; The hood is yoga; The robe is yaga; The ash is aisvarya; The matted locks are moist with bliss. The moment you think thus, Ganga and Uma In sheer joy, as mothers, Shall bless thee with Purity and restraint-The warp and woof Of the life on earth. When the ground is uncongenial What use are our legs! When the sky is all fire and brimstone What use are our eyes! When we can't fold our hands In worship before His form What use are our shoulders! Ekam, perform a manasa puja, Perform a pradhakshana, Hail Him and Her who is their ears To me in utter fixation And listen to Siva's name.
